The Tragedy cfHamlet 

Othc 1 tell theefhee is.thetefote make her grave (Iraight .the 
Ofiwner hath fate on her, and finds it Chr.manbnnalj. 

ClZ. How can that be,unleffe he drown d her fclfe in her ow, 

defence? 

cltSuft be fo offended, it cannot beelfe ; forhere liesthe 
point, if I drowne my felfe wittingly it argues an aft , and an aft 
hath three branches, it is to aft, to doe, to performed all jfhee 

drown'd her felfe wittingly. 

man, nood.ifthemangoetothiswater and drowne hlmfelfe.M 
will h! nil! he i he goef, marie you that star if the water cometo 

him and drowne him, he Hrownes not him '^ a JJ- I i hee that 1S 
not guilty of his owne death (hortens not his owne life. 

Oth. But is this law? 

Clow. I marry is’t, Crowners queft law. , . 

Oth. Will you ha the truth ant t, if this had not been a Gentle- 
woman fhe fhould have bin buried out a Chriftian buriall. 

Claw. Why there thou faift.and the more pitty that great f Ike 

fiiould have countenance in this world to drowne or hang them- 

felves, more than their even Chriften : Come my frfefho' u«o 
ancient Gentlemenbut Gardeners, Ditchers, and Grave-makers, 
they hold up Adams profelTion, 

Oth. Was he a Gentleman ? 

Clow. A was the firtUhat ever bore armes. . 

lie put another queftion to thee , if thou anfwereft mee not to the 
purpofe, confefle thy felfe. 

clt. What is hee that builds Wronger than either the Mate 

the Shipwright, or the Carpenter . n , nr . 

Oth. The gallowes-maker/or that out-lives a thoufand tenants. 
Clo. I like thy wit well in good faith, the gallowes does v > 
how does it well ? it does well to thofe that do ill, now _ thou ^oett 
ill to fay the gallowes is built ftronger than the Church, ar D 
gallowes may doe well to thee. To't agame,come. .. . 

Oth. Who builds ftronger than a Malon , a Shipwright, 

. Carpenter? ci0 
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. 'crime oj l^enmarite, 

Ciow. I, tell me that and unyoke, ; 

Oth .Marry now I can tell. 

Clow. To’t. 

Othe. Mafte I cannot tell. 

Clow.C udgel thy brains no more about it/or your dull afle wil 
n ot mend his pace with beating, & when you are askt this quertio 
next/ay a grave- maker, the houfes he makes laft till Doomefday, 
Goe get thee in, and fetch me a foope of liquor. 

In youth when I did love did love, S ong. 

Me thought it was very fweet 
To contrail O the time for a my behove, 

0 me chought there a was nothing a meet. 

Enter Hamlet and Herat to. 

Ham. Has this fellow no feeling of his bufinefle ? a lings in 

grave-making. 

Her . Cuftome hath made it in him a property of eafinefle. 

fla.’Tis een fb, the hand of little emploiment hath the daintier 

Clow. But age with hi s ftealing fteps S eng. (fenfe^ 
hath clawed me in his clutch. 

And hath {hipped me into the land, 
as if I had never bin fuch. 

Frfw.That skull had a tongue in it.and could ling once, how the 
knave jowles it to theground , as if 'twere Cains jaw-bone, that 
did the firft murther : this might be the pate of a Politician which 
this afle now ore-reaches, one that would circumvent God, might 
it not ? 

Hora. It might my Lord. 

Ham. Or of a Courtier , which could fay , Good morrow my 
Lord, how doeft thou fweet Lord ? This might be my Lord fuch 
a one , that praifed my Lord fuch a ones horfe when a meant to 
beg it, might it not? 

Hora. I my Lord. 

Ha. Why een fo,and now my Lady worms Choples,andknockt 
about the mazer with a Sextensfpade ; here’s fine revolution and 
we had the tricke to fee t, did thefe bones coft no more the bree- 
wngbut to play at loggits with them ? mine ake to think on’t. 

flow. A pickax and a fpade a fpade, 

| for and a flirowding fheec, 
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